CALL NO   MAN  HAPPY

Heine's Intermezzo. She expected flowers and was surprised, but I
continued to be the man I had been at eighteen who delivered
commentaries on the Tractatus Politicus to young girls.

I had promised for a long time to go to Italy to see friends, and I
left in January 1925. I was withdrawing more and more from the
mill, and my cousins seeing my indifference had brought their sons-
in-law into the business. I was still on the board but I planned to
hand in my resignation as soon as the 'duck's eggs' had hatched. In
Rome, Signora Paolo Orano (she was a French woman, Camille
Mallarme, niece of the poet and author of a good novel, Casa Seca,
whom I had met during the war) asked me if I wanted to meet
Mussolini who was at the threshold of his power. I was taken to the
Chigi Palace by Orano, I can still see that long feudal gallery, the
little desk and the man with the out-thrust jaw who talked to me
about the Divine Comedy. Next day I went to place violets near the
Pyramid of Cestius on the tomb of Shelley. From the gardens of
the Palatine I ga2ed at the Forum bathed in a light of dusty gold. I
wandered through the Roman Campagna in pursuit of Chateau-
briand and the night. In the shadow of the Coliseum I evoked the
shade of Byron. A crowd of phantoms accompanied me, thronging
so close that I hardly saw the living.

When I returned the time of the first anniversary of Janine's death
was approaching. I had an anniversary Mass celebrated at Saint-
Pierre de Neuilly; they played the same music as at her funeral.
Faure, Handel and the harmonious voices of the choir reawakened
and then assuaged my grief. Madame de Cailkvet attended this
Mass, together with my friends of Pontigny, my friends of the war
and a few of my literary friends.

Through Grasset I had become acquainted with Paul Morand,
Fran9ois Mauriac and Jean Giraudoux. At the Du Bos' I had met
Jean-Louis Vaudoyer and Jacques Chardcnne. Edmond Jaloux and
his wife Germaine had become delightful friends. Germaine Jaloux,
an excellent pianist, taught me at that time to love Wagner. In this
field I once more encountered Simone de Caillavet, who was a
devoted Wagnerian. She invited me to her home rather often, and
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